wrinkles and his deep blue penetrating eyes, he might
have doubled for Boris Karloff. His hands, stained al~|
most black with nicotine, were delicate and artistic.
There was an air about him of one who had been many
times on the brink of the grave and bore a gentle
resentment against the world that had dragged him
back so often. He might have made a pleasant com-
panion, if he had ever been let off his wife's leading-
strings. A friend of the Roster's whom we saw a^ rarer
intervals was Peter, owner of a big garage. Peter,
with his lanky figure, crablike walk and mincing
manner, was an accepted comedian. At dinner he
would pepper the salt, put flowers in his hair and
announce suddenly, in a loud and anguished voice, that
his trousers might come down at any moment as he had
forgotten his braces. When he was clean and shaved,
which was not very often, he was almost handsome, but
his real charm was his slight air of effeminacy.
In an aggressively male society it distinguished
him enough for him to be a jester and not so
much that it made him a butt. Richard had been very
intimate with Peter in his bachelor days, and went out
of his way to tell me what a highly coloured life he had
led then. But it was too late that I learned what
might have been his real distinction for me: that though
he was a comedian, he hadn't got the comedian's heart-
lessness.
A group of raucous Australians from the gold-
mine were the most prominent in the small-change of
our club and rest-house acquaintances. Only one of
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